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A Soldier Reporter's
" Account of Siberia

FREDERICK F." MOORE,, a
CAPT. newspaper man, spent six
months as a (Vtptain in the intelligence
department with the American Expedi-

tionary Force in Siberia, travelled 10,000

miles through tliat country, and has writ-
ten a book telling what he saw and giving
conclusions he arrived at. lie is not an
admirer of Bolshevism and not especially
hopeful of the future there. Of the Si-

berian peasants he says:
"My feeling was that tliey will never

live to see things bettered, no matter how
Jong they may live. There may be less
disorder of a kind, but I doubt if these
people will ever escape lieing exploited
till they have acquired a leaven of edu-

cation. To educate them, in the sense
we define education, means to chang-- j

their whole mental attitude toward them-

selves, their country and life in general."
He has this criticism to make of the '

Ameriean attitude in Siberia:
"I object to heads in our Government

who lack decision as"to what should be
done and resort to chicane in attending
to disagreeable tasks. I object to an ex-

pedition being sent into a country, the
hands of the commander apparently tied,
and yet demanding that certain results
le attained in a left handed manner so
that the responsibility may be shifted to
other shoulders."

Capt. Moore gives a .matter of fact ac-

count of his daily experiences, of the
things he saw and heard. After looking
at matters through bis eyes to the extent
of 333 interesting pages, one is inclined
to agree with him that the prospect for
orderly, well regulated life in Siberia is
not brilliant at present. The peasants
are almost unbelievably ignorant; in
many respects life is on a mediaeval
level. Educated Russians Capt. Moore
talked vith told liim the mass of the peo-
ple in Siberia were far better off under
the autocratic ride of the Czar's bureau-
crats, although they agreed that was bad
enough. The ultimate outcome is some-
thing the Captain doesn't care to hazard
a guess about. H. A. F.
SIBERIA TODAY. Br Fummc!: P.

Mooek. I). Appleton & Co.

Scribners have a letter fromTHE Galsworthy, saying that he
has been having a vacation (here's betting
he said ''a holiday") in France and Spain
before going to London for the produc-

tion of a new play of his. In February
the Scribners will publish Tatterdemalion,
a new book of his sketches and stories.

The story of a land deal
in the Southwest, and a swin-
dled American's refusal to
stay swindled. Against the
knavery of the wily Mexican
seller he fought his lonely
fight to build an irriga-
tion canal in an arid land. He
fought against treachery, heat
and cold, he fought against
time . . and want. An absorb-
ing love story besides'.

THE IRON
FURROW

by George C. Shedd
Nd $U5 Published by

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO.

IF YOU CANNOT KEEP
A DOG YOU CAN OWN

LAD
By

ALBERT PAYSON
TERHUNE

"He who loves a dog will adore
the best dog's book of ages."
Chicago Herald.
"Delightfully written ... To
read the book is to had a new and
dear friend in 'Lad: a Dog'."
If. Y. Times.

$2.00, postage extra.
E. P. Dutton & Co., 681 5th Av., N. Y.

A Chat With St. John Ervine.
By PERCY WAX MAN.

author of John Ferguson is oneTIE the most engaging personalities
among the younger writers of Great
Britain. Without actually resembling him,
he continually reminds one of Francis
Hackett although, be it said, Ervine and
Hackett are on opposite sides of the Irish
political picket. Ervine is about 36, rather
solidly built, of medium height, with
Titian hair worn slightly pompadour. It
has a perfectly wonderful natural wave.
His voice has the charm all cultivated
Irish voices possess. "When he arrives on
the lecture platform in this country Amer-
icans will see one of the most modest and
sincere of the noted Irishmen of the day.

He is entirely free from swank, with
Ids dynamic straightforward, keen mind.
Enlisting with the Irish Fusiliers in the
early days of the war, he lost a leg iu
France, and the day I met him it was the
first time he had ever tried to use his
artificial leg.

"This thing- - comes damned hard on me,"
he confided, "because my chief reereations
were walking and swimming." I asked
him how he came to write John Ferguson.

'I did that," he replied, "in the first
days of the war, before I joined up. I
had read the papers so much that I became
fed up with war news. Like every one
else in those days, I bough up every edi-

tion of every little sheet that came pouring
out from the presses and I got so despond-
ent over the news that I made up my mind
that Fd go crazy if I didn't force myself
to do something to turn my thoughts into
other channels. So I set to work and
wrote John Ferguson.

" When it was completed I sent it off to
the directors of the Abbey Theatre, Dub-
lin. They had done several other things
of mine mostly one act plays. I can't
tell you why I did it, or wliat prompted
me, but I offered the play on such stiff
terms that I felt certain they'd refuse
them. I suppose I was feeling arrogant
or warlike or something when I fixed the
terms, but anyhow the thing that I feared
(tame upon me and back came my play.
Just about that time Sir George Alex-
ander wrote to me to do a play for him, and
only half seriously I sent him John Fer-
guson. Imagine my surprise when I heard
that ho had accepted it and would play
the title role himself! Picture Alexander,
the handsome, well dressed, drawing room
lover, the bean ideal of the afternoon tea
school of comedy picture him as John
Ferguson.

"My good friend Bernard Fagan, the
plsywright-prodoeer-antho- r, immediately
he heard that Alexander was going to do
John Ferguson, dashed off to him to dis-

suade him from his foolhardy venture.
Fagan so thoroughly convinced Alexander
it couldn't sacceed that the play came back
to me, and when I asked Fagan what kind
of a friend he thought he was he told me
that he knew Alexander couldn't suceeed
in it, that the play wasn't bis sort, and so
on. Well, I was disappointed, of course,
but a little later on a repertory company
in Liverpool asked permission to play
John Ferguson for a limited engagement
and down there it proved what I had al-

ways believed it would prove a success!
"I then persuaded Sir George Alexan-

der to go from 'Manchester to Liverpool
v to see the play and he was so delighted

with its possibilities that he deeided to do
it in London. In the middle of his prepa-
rations poor Alexander died and back came
John Ferguson to me.

"Then I went off to war and thought no
more of the play until some time late in
1918, when I was having a holiday in an
obscure fishing village down in Devon-
shire. I received a cable from the Thea-
tre Guild of New York signed Langner,
asking my permission to do John Fergu-
son. X had no notion in the world who
Langner was and I had never heard of
fhe Theatre Guild, so I asked Bernard
Shaw (a good friend of mine) if he knetr
anything about them. He didn't. Then
my agent said 'cable for an advance of
200 pounds and see what they say !' I did
so and back came a cable saying it couldn't
be done. Shaw then advised me to take a
chance, and as I was anxious to sec the
play produced in New York I consented
to do it on a royalty basis without any
advance.

"Well, shortly after that huge checks
began to arrive week after week and little
by little I heard the details if its New
York reception and, honestly, I am not
down to earth yet. As soon as Abraham
Lincoln's run is concluded over here
they're going to do John Ferguson.

"Yon know I am going over to America

in January to lecture and I am wild to see
how th;y are doing John Fcrgueou. It'll
be on the road then, of course. I have
just completed a new play that will be
produced here soon. It's a dramatization
of Wells's book, The Wonderful Visit.
Wells likes it but thinks it should be al-

tered here and thene; I told him that what
he wants is a dramatization of the book as
he would write it to-da- y, and what I did
was to dramatize tlie book he wrote and
published.

''What did you think of Abraliam Lin-

coln t Isn't it a wonderful play? Wells
told me he saw it twice and wept both
times. Drink water is a marvel."

In tadking of his looks Ervine said that
Changing Winds was his biggest success,
but that it wasn't his btst book, in his
opinion. He liked Mrs. Martin's Man
much letter, but the pnblic evidently had
not agreed with liim. In answer to a
question he said, laughing:

"No, sir, I am not a Sinn Fciner and
Fm not; a Carsonite. Both factions hate
me. I am an Irishman but not a hater of
England. I see her errors hut alsoher
attempts to repair them and I won't wal-

low in the past for any one. The Sinn
Feiners but why spoil a friendly visit
with Irish politics? Here comes tea. I
hope you are accustomed to margarine
with vour bread, little sugar, and thin
milk."

A Singer's Memories
her Memories of a Musical CareerIN Clara Kathleen Rogers, formerly an

opera singer and long a resident of Bos-

ton, has brought together material winch
possesses the charm of personality. She
has written in a pleasant, gossipy style
of her experiences in her profession, and
introduces many interesting items about
persons once famous, in the operatic
world, such as Keilogg, Lucca, Brignohv
Max Maretzek and WachteL The book
should be interesting not only to musi-
cians hut to those older opcragoers to
whom the persons mentioned are more
than mere names. "VT. J. Henderson.

MEMORIES OP A MUSICAL CAREER.
Br Culka Katulekn Bocees. Boston:
Litile, Brown & Co.

stores.
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Murders First, Then

f--r- HE details of murder roystetes have
JL fascination for many and many

reader of fiction, and Isabel Ostranders
story, jLshes to --lfftrs, is one- - oi tnc Dest
of the type we have read in month or
Sundays. It is quite different from tho
ordinarv iWeetf vam in that everrthin?
is unfolded chronologically and is viewed.
through, the eves of the man who
rtrikes down loving ai. devoted wifa
in fit of jealoas rage and afterward-- .

lonncr college menu irao cieuicts jui;
money.

The body tossed over the wall pn--

Riverside Drive, and then XVan,

thn nnWrp will find neither the murderer'
nor the stolen money. Storm lias had
many prototypes real me. loey iiavw- -

usually come to the same end that he came'

seeking destroy all possible evidence or
mm mnraprs WHICH ior

ever jt:iiiuixi iuicixt iiuatuui rrm.ii.
in comparison with the total number com- -
mitti-A- . Tnflin"- - which lean to
eventual detection are almost mvanaWs
nvpriooKwi me muraerers. wouiu.
be unkind to those who relish unusual
stones crime ieu aeioreuuuu wuni
these oversights are in Miss Ostxanders
book.. If Storm could have sat down

Tl.. .kVul Annif--

hut one outcome was possible.

the very last sentence. It told with

mu mine iwuc
those who have been surfeited

in the habiliments of the detective

dee. Robert M. McBride Co.

H.

.1 hook, The Flow of Value, delay
from September by the pressmen's

tary Company.

A New Wild West Story by the Author of
iie jwner or uie Lazy u

! LYNCH LAWYERS
1 By W

WILLIAM PATTERSON WHITE
In swirling fog of golden dust the stagecoach dashes into town. Scnasij

S f5, and "Lynch Lawyers" begins, its opening Kmc. The spirit
the American Wild West splendidly reflected this exciting tale of

cowboy, and bckl-u- p agents, of man falsely ""ml of murder, and hischarming daughter.
All who read "The Owner of the Lazy D" will enjoy reading this story

ambush and encounter, cf "fight ana ride and fight again" tbe same author.
There dull moment in "Lynch Lauyen."

With Frontispiece by Otto Anton Fischer
$1.75 net, at all Booksellers.

LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY, MMers, Besets

A novel we recommend to our best friend

Slippy McGee
By MARES CONWAY OEMLER

THIS is that utterlv deltehtful love storv nf the Sruith
Boston man with weak eyes, having heard it read to him. uaid

$900 to have sinele mnv nrinted in larger tvrv tl V. ruiL4 rA
witn nis own eves, nas ttw iciimi rriarm that- - mnri wmu

Long-Le-gs ramous. (A Century book- - rnce S1J3. At all book
stores.)
G "A Wnman Named fSmith " th autlirvr'c 1
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is m the same rich vein as Slippy McGee. Price $1 .75 at all book


